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blindfold. The veil can be removed from its eyes only
by the hands of the only child of a young widow, and
the child must die the moment its fingers touch the veil.
And the child is sacrificed accordingly, as Mesha, King
of Hoab, slew his eldest son. Doughty had come to be
unconscious of the distinction between patriotism and
Moloch worship; and, more strangely still, he makes the
horrible imagination worse by putting forward a chorus
of elves who promise to the mother,, while she holds the
murdered baby in her arms,

She widow shall not want, whilst elves can work:
We would we might, in honey of wild bees.
Embalm her blossom babe; whose little mound
Will elves each summer night bestrew with flowers . . .

The man who could make fairies condone that inhuman
sacrifice had become estranged from the spirit of the
country he loved: his zeal had eaten him up.

To the rigour and perversity of his mind inevitably
corresponded a rigour and perversity in his use of lan-
guage: he became not merely archaistic, but insensitive
and tyrannous. With a kind of frenzied implacability
he would torture English syntax and compel words to
do his bidding. Scarcely can a page be found of his
poetry without lines of this kind:

No more I knew: under a flag of truce
Gathered at day the fallen were; and when us
The surgeons had inspected one by one;
I on the dead-cart was 'mongst soldiers dead
Laid; and that driven then to the grave-trench was.
There on the brinks those, shrouded in their cloaks
White with night-rime, were in long rows, outlaied.

It is no use mincing words: that is something worse than
idiosyncrasy; and it is never far away in Doughty's